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Pelle finds a new friend 


Author's Notes: 

| finally decided to post something here. 

Sorry for my bad english but I'm from Italy and l'm still studying it. 
| tried my best to make this story, | hope you enjoy it :) 


The crowd was anxious for the arrival of the famous singer "Axel Rose", that day he was going to meet his 
fans and take pictures with them. 


Pelle didn't know why he was there..he was sitting on the floor, next to the queue of crazy girl who were 
waiting to meet their idol. Those girls looked like bitches.they were wearing very short skirst, low-cut t-shirts 
and shoes with high heels. 


Dead didn't like this kind of girls, they were sluts and they didn't care about life or something different than 


Sex... 


He covered his arms with his black sweatshirt. He didn't want someone notice his numerous cuts and bruises 


he made himself, people would think he was crazy, depressed, mentally insane.. 


After some minutes, Axel finally arrived and all the girls and other fans started to scream his name and 
throw him roses. 


Dead rolled his eyes and buried his face in his arms, trying to ignore the screams. He wanted to go away, but 
something strange was stopping him. 


Two drunk girls took off their t-shirts and throw it at Axel and start to screem "I fucking love you". A group 
of guys started to sing loud one of his songs, hoping that the singer would notice them. The screams were so 


loud, chaos was beginning and many fans started pushing each other to earn a place in the queue. 


Dead finally got up and started to walk away. He was so pissed off of that shit. He just wanted to go out for a 
walk but he realized that it was a bad idea, or maybe he just choosed the wrong day..As he walked, he only 
looked at his feet trying to ignore the other people. His shyness prevented him to express himself and talk to 
the others without problems. He would like to be normal, but his mates treated him like a freak, a disgusting 
creature; especially Euronymous. He was always bothering him, telling him sick words.. It was a difficult life for 
the Swede, he just wanted to disappear. 


Suddenly his attention was caught by something. He looked up and began to look at a fixed point. 

Among the crowd, he noticed a little blonde girl, who was sitting alone near a wall. She was very skinny, she 
had long blonde hair and pale skin. Pelle's heart started to pound. He didn't know what to do, he just wanted to 
say something to her, maybe "Hi, how are you?" or just "Hi" or something that didn't sound weird.. 

He took a deep breath and started to walk to the little blondie. 


She wasn't pay attention to the other people, she was drawing something on her little notebook 


Dead was finally near her. He wanted to speak but he was too shy, he was afraid.Maybe she wouldn't like 


him..He just sat next to her waiting for a miracle. 


After some seconds, she looked up and finally noticed him. That girl was shy too but she found the courage to 
say something. 


"Hello." she said looking directly in his eyes. 
"H-hi." 
"Why are you here? Axel Rose is in the city!" she laughed. 


"l'm not his fan.! don't like him." 


"Me too..." she said looking back at her notebook. 
"W-what are you drawing?" he asked shyly. 


She smiled and showed him her little draw. 
‘Its a wolf, | have to finish it.now it seems ugly but it will be perfect!" she exclaimed. 


He took her drawing looking it for a moment. 


"You could make eyes bigger, would give more value to the wolf." he proposed. 
She smiled again. "Yes, you're right..” 

He smiled back and looked at the sky. "Whats your name?" 

"Cecelia..yours?" 

"Pelle..you can call me Dead" he said sadly. 

"Dead? It's a good nickname!" she said. 


"T-thanks l-l just thought you didn't..nothing! Nice to meet youl" he smiled a little trying to hide his depressing 


feelings. 


Pelle felt something inside him. For the first time he was feeling good, he was happy and full of joy. He never 
felt like that before, and it was very strange, beautiful but strange. 


"What do you do in your life?" she asked. 
"I'm Mayhem's vocalist. don't think you-" she interrupted him. 


"Really? Am | talking with a member of that band?! | didn't recognise you.| just saw one pic of you and the 
other guys but a lot of moths ago." she smiled again. 


"D-do you know about us?" he demanded. 


She stood up and started to search something in her black bag. 
"Herel These are my favourite tapes!" she handend him the tapes of Mayhem's songs. 


He couldn't believe it. That girl was his fan It was crazy, he thought he was dreaming. 
‘Oh.'m glad you like us..lts fantastic." he said stooding up. 


She puts on her long jacket and fixed up her hair. "I have to go now..Will | see you again?" she demanded, 


He blushed. "Y-yes sure..m-maybe." 

She ripped a piece of paper from her notebook and wrote her number on it. 
"Here. Call me if you want. | would like to see you again Dead" 

"Thanks | willl" he smiled looking at the girl who was walking away. 


He felt amazing, happy, super excited. He wanted to see Cecelia again, she was different, she was not like the 


other girls. Pelle wanted to know her better and maybe try to be her friend. 
He looked at the piece of paper. 


"| promise I'll call you Cecelia" 
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"A dream of another existence, you wish To die. A dream of another world, you pray for death. To release the 
soul, one must die to find peace inside you must get eternal." 


He wrote on his notebook trying to concentrate. He had to make new lyrics for the next song, but something 


was distracting him from his work. Pelle shooked his head. "No nol | must concentrate! Fuck.’ 

Suddenly someone roughly knocked at the door. 

Pelle slowly opened it trying to hide his notebook behind his back 

"You asshole! Have you finished those fucking lyrics?! We need iH" Euronymous yelled at him crossing his arms. 
"Im doing my best! | just need to be left alone if you want me to do something good!" 


"Oh really?!" the guitarist was so pissed off. "We all know that you always need to be left alone with your 


suicidal feelings little disqusting creature." 

"Yes and so? What's your problem with that?!" Pelle asked. 

"Whats my problem?! Well let's say that you are completely useless, this is the problem Dead! You have to do 
only two things! Write lyrics and sing. Are you doing your job correctly? No! So now if you don't mind | would 
like to see the new lyrics. | assume you wrote it." the guitarist said 

murmured. 

"| don't care. | want to see it! Show me your work now." he ordered. 

Pelle handed him the notebook hoping Euronymous wouldn't kill him. 

"What the fuck is this?!" he yelled punching him in the face making him bleed from his mouth. 


Pelle wiped his bloody mouth. "l.l just-" 


"Shut the fuck up you disgusting faggot! You are completely useless! We don't need someone like you! You 


should kill yourself, it will be a good thing for everyone!" he shouted at Pelle. "| want those fucking lyrics! If 
you don't write a fucking text by tonight, | will kill you! It's clear?!" 


Pelle nodded sadly trying to fight back tears. 


Euronymous throws the notebook on the floor and slammed the door, leaving the Swede alone in his room. He 


was putting too much pain on him, he never cared about him.. 


After one hour of pure pain with his bandmates, he decided to go out for a walk in the woods and try to make 


some lyrics. He needed to get away from the others, especially from Euronymous. 


He took his notebook and went oustide making his way to the woods. "I must finish it. need to go away." he 


thought. 
Dead started to walk quickly, he wanted to hurry. 


The sky started to became dark and the wind was moving the trees around him. The cold air caressed his face 


and moved his long blonde hair. 


"I am a mortal, but am | human? How beautiful is life now that my time has come. A human destiny but 


nothing human inside." he thought himself. 
"Yes! Yes it's perfect! | have to write it before | forget it!" he said searching the pen into his pocket. 
"Mh? What is this?" he said pulling out a small piece of paper and slowly opening it. 


It was Cecelia's number. He never pulled it out from his pocket; it has always been there. "I can't | have 


to..whatever, fuck them!" 


He returned back to the city center looking for the first phone box. He needed to call that girl, maybe she 
could help him with the lyrics. 


After some minutes, he finally found one. He dialed the number and waited anxiously. 
"Hello?" a feminine voice said. 

"Hi Cecelia, it's Dead" 

"Ohh hi stranger!" she laughed. "| was waiting your calll" 


"Sorry l.l was just busy..so, would you like to hang out?" he asked shyly. 


"Sure! Tell me where." she answered. 
"Uhm.| wanted to go to the woods, just for a walk but maybe you don't-" she interruped him. 
"Okay perfect! Wait me near the park | will be there in a few minutes." 


He started to run to the park. He was so excited to see that girll 
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He finally arrived to the park Hopefully the weather seemed to be good and the sun was shining in the sky. 


Pelle started to look around hoping to see Cecelia, he was so happy, he wanted to see that girl because she 


was the only one who treated him like a person and not like a useless disgusting freak. 

Unfortunately she wasn't there. He looked around but the park was empty. He was alone, no one except him. 
"Maybe she was just joking... he thought, but suddenly he heard a voice behind him. 

"Moi!" 

He turned and saw Cecelia smiling at him. "H-hi, l.l was waiting for you." he said shyly. 


Her look was total black. She was wearing a Bathory t-shirt with long sleeves, black short pants and a pair of 
boots. 


Dead looked at her intensely, she was so beautiful with that black outfit and that pale skin.she looked perfect 


for him. 
"So, the word you said..well it means ‘hi' in finnish, right?" he asked. 


"Yes." she nodded. "I'm half finnish. My mother is from Finland and my father is from Norway. Actually | live 


alone in a small flat in the city because my father hates me and my mother is dead." 
He felt sorry for her. "Oh.l'm sorry for your mother.! just hope you're having a good life." 


She took a deep breath and looked at the sky. "Yes its great, | work in a library | have my own house and no 


one tells me what to do so, | can say it's a good life." she explained. 
"Fine, l'm happy for you." he said smiling. "So, can we start to walk?" 
"Uhm yes! | think its a good ideal" she answered. 


While they were walking, Pelle wanted to take her hand but he realized it was too early, they were just 


friends... 


After some minutes, they finally arrived to the woods. 


"| like this place. its quite and you can relax." she said sitting on the ground. 
He looked at her. "Y-yes it is." 


Pelle couldn't stop looking at Cecelia, she was so beautiful. He tried to control himself but he failed His eyes 


were concentrated on her. 

"Is there something you need to tell me?" she asked. 
"Uhm..n-no why?" he was so nervous. 

"You're looking at me in a strange way..Am | so weird?" 


He sat next to her. "No no, you are good, it's me l.l just.it's my first time with a girl, | don't have so much 


friends." he explained. 


"Well don't worry I'm not judging you!" she smiled. "| have friends but | prefer loneliness! l'm also enjoying your 


company." 
"T-thanks..me too.." he murmured. "Listen, | need to ask you something.it's important.” 
The girl looked at him with a confused expression. "Tell me." 


"You see, | have to write some new lyrics but I'm stuck and | have to finish it by this evening..c-can you help 


me?" he demanded. 

"Yes | can try to help but | never made this before. | don't know if | will be a good help..." she said. 

"Don't worry, you just have to try your best!" he replied. 

"Fine then, let's start!" 

They worked all the afternoon trying to find the words to complete the lyric. It was very difficult, but in the 
end it was finished. 


Pelle couldn't believe it. A girl was helping him, and strangely she wasn't telling him sick words, she was kind 
and very friendly.the perfect girl with a gothic/metal style and a particular personality. 


After some hours the lyric was finally complete. 


"We've done it!" she said laughing. 


"Y-yes finally..thanks a lot for your help, | will repay you." 

She shook her head "No don't say it! | helped you because you are my friend now. | don't want anything” 
Pelle smiled. "Please, just let me offer something to you.like a drink or anything else you wish." he proposed 
"Hahah thanks really, | will think about it" 


"| would like to stay with you and take you to the café but | have to go." he said sadly. "| have to bring my 
work to the other guys.” 


Uhm yes | understand but. 

"But? Come on tell me” he insisted 

"You see, maybe l'm pretending too much from you but.can | come with you" she demanded 
Pelle looked at her and brought a hand to his face. "N-no it's ok just I." 

"What?" 


He didn't want to have troubles with Cecelia and his bandmates, they treated him like a freak, a suicidal guy 


with mental problems.. 


"What would they will think about her?" he thought himself. "They will bother me..l know it but | can't tell her | 


don't want..." 
"Hey? What's wrong?" she asked again 
"N-nothing, you can come with me and meet the others..but we have to hurry." he said. 


She followed him into the woods, the house wasn't so far but he was walking quickly and she didn't know what 


was happening to him. 


Pelle was really nervous, he didn't want to put Cecelia in troubles, he didn't know what to say. He was the only 


one who didn't have a girlfriend, he was still a virgin and he never brought a girl in their home before. 
"Well.we're almost there." he said looking at the house that was a few steps from them. 
Fine, should we go inside? We can't stay here forever." she replied. 


"0-okay..let's go." he started to panick as he slowly opened the door. 


They entered into the house, at the first it seemed to be empty. 


Pelle took off his jacket and throw it on the sofa. He hoped that his bandmates were out, he didn't want them 
to meet his new friend, probably they would ruin everything. 


‘It's mel" Pelle shouted. 


For a moment no one answered and Pelle was starting to relax, but after some seconds they heard a voice 


upstairs. 

"Dead? Is that you?" Necrobutcher said. 

Pelle started to panic, Necro was coming downstairs. 

"You're late we thought you were Dead!" he laughed. "And, who is this girl?" 

"Uhm.she is Cecelia..it's my new friend" he murmured. 

Necro looked both of them with a confused expression "What did you say?" 

He was going to say something but Hellhammer interrupped him. 

"Hey what's going on? And who is this girl?" he demanded looking at her. 

It's Dead's friend." Necrobutcher said. 

"His friend? Huh, are you kidding me, right?" Hellhammer laughed. 

"Uhm..guys what's your problem? l'm his friend." she said crossing her arms. 

They turned their heads looking at her with surprise. 

As he thought, they started to make fun on him just because he had a new friend, especially a girl. He had 
never been with a female before, he was too shy for it but now that he had finally found the strength to 


speak, they were ruining his friendship with Cecelia. 


Necro and Hellhammer were just a part of the problem. The biggest part was Euronymous, who was 


fortunately out with his girlfriend. 
"So, where did you meet this girl?" Hellhammer asked sitting on the sofa 


"Her name is Cecelia.and | met her at the city center.." he answered. 


"Whatever. I'm Jørn by the way but you can call me Necro." 
"And l'm Jan, you can call me by my name or Hellhammer" 
"Well nice to meet you. I'm Cecelia, or Cece." she smiled at them. 
Suddenly the door opened and Euronymous came in. 


Pelle started to panick, he didn't know what to do. He just had to wait for his reaction. 


